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Urandenburg coin, ready down, without the least deduction." My cash was at once accurately paid. And thereupon the Steward was ordered, To go with me to the White Swan in the Judenstrasse, and pay what I owed there, whatever my score was. For which end they gave him twenty-four thalers; and if that were not enough, he was to come and get more.' On these high terms Linsenbarth marched-out of the Pack-hof for the second time ; the sublime head of him (not turned either) sweeping the very stars.
' That was what the King had meant when he said, " You shall have your money back and interest too"; videlicet, that the Packhof was to pay my expenses at the White Swan. The score, however, was only 10 thalera, 4 groschen, 6 pfennigs' (30 shillings, 6 pence, and 2 or perhaps 3 quarter-farthings), 'for what I had run-up in eight weeks,'— an uncommonly frugal rate of board, for a man skilled in Hermeneutics, Hebraics, Polemics, Thetics, Exegetics, Pastorale, Morale (and Practical Christianity and the Philosophy of Zeno, carried to perfection, or nearly so)! 'And herewith this troubled History had its desired finish..' And our gray-whiskered, raw-boned, great-hearted Candidatus lay-down to sleep, at the White Swan ; probably the happiest man in all Berlin, for the time being.
Linsenbarth dived now into Private-teaching, 'Information,' as he calls it; forming, and kneading into his own likeness, such of the young Berliners as he could get hold of:—surely not without some good effect on them, the model having, besides Hermeneutics in abundance, so much natural worth about it. He himself found the mine of Informing a very barren one, as to money: continued poor in a high degree, without honour, without emolument to speak of; and had a straitened, laborious, and what we might think very dark Life-pilgrimage. But the darkness was nothing to him, he carried such an inextinguishable frugal rushlight within. Meat, clothes and fire he did not again lack, in Berlin, for the time he needed them,—some twenty-seven years still. And if he got no printed praise in the Reviews, from baddish judges writing by the sheet,—here and there brother mortals, who knew him by their own eyes and experiences, looked, or transiently spoke, and even did, a most real praise upon him now and then. And, on the whole, he can do without praise; and will stand strokes even, without wincing or kicking, where there is no chance.
A certain Berlin Druggist (' Herr Medicinal-Assessor Rose,' whom we may call Druggist First, for there were Two that had to do with Linsenbarth) was good and human to him. In Rose's House, where he had come to teach the children, and which continued, always thenceforth, a home to him when needful, he wrote this Narrative (Anno 1774) ; and VOL. V.                                                                             E